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} “Why—why do you come to me?” Scrooge stam 
} “I come to teach you my lesson, Ebenezer Scrooge,” said the 
} ghost. “In life I should have walked among my fellow men, 
sharing happiness with them. But no! My whole life was our 
office, our business, just as you now live. I had no thought for 
1 others. And so now I must roam the earth, going among people 
as I failed to do in life, seeing their happiness, which now I can 
never share.” 


is so wrong with business?” 
“Business!” groaned the ghost. “Mankind is our business— 
| charity, mercy, the good of others is our business! Learn this, 


Ff 


|| Ebenezer Scrooge, before you are doomed as I am!” 


i 
: 


come 


| “That chain you wear—it must be very heavy!” 
| “J wear the chain I forged in life,” the ghost said. “I made it 


| link by link, and yard by yard—I put it on of my own free will. 
i It is a heavy burden, but don’t you feel the weight of the chain 
} you wear?” 


“Oh, no!” cried Scrooge. “I don’t want to be chained ! You were 


} my friend, Jacob—help me, help me!” 


“T have been gent to tell you,” said the ghost, “that you will be 
visited by three spirits. Follow them, do as they say, and there 


} may still be hope that you will escape my fate. Now I must go. 
i Remember me, Ebenezer Scrooge—remember me. .. .” | 
| And with clanging chain, Marley’s ghost floated toward the 

| window, melted through it, and Scrooge was alone. Trembling 
| with exhaustion, he collapsed on his pillow. 


“But all I know is my work, Jacob,” Scrooge protested. “What | 


“No, I—I wouldn’t care for that,” said Scrooge nervously. [| 


The light touch of a hand startled 
Scrooge awake, Beside him W 
figure of a young girl, sadly sm 
strangely shining. e 

“T am the Ghost of Christmas Past, 


as the 
jling, 


7 RES | she said. “Come with me.” 
i} Sx w ee es ‘, “But I’m not dressed,” protested 
OB ( ‘ Scrooge. “It’s freezing outside!” 
“The airis not so cold as your heart, 
said the spirit. “Come — through the 
window. Do not be afraid. Hold my 
hand, and I will lift you up—in many 
ways.” 


And Scrooge found himself look- 
ing into a bare schoolroom. A lone- 
some little boy looked up as a girl 
entered. 
“That’s me!” cried Scrooge. “Left 
|} alone for the holidays, until my si 
| ter came to see me. Poor Fan—she 
| died, you know.” 
{ “She knew love and died a wom- 
'} an,” said the spirit. “She brought 
1a child into the world — your 
|| nephew!” ae 
| “Yes—Fred,” Scrooge mused. “I A od 
| wasn’t very kind to him today.” 


“And here I amasa young man!” 
=~ Scrooge marveled. “Dear, dear—I 
Ws: was quite a dancer then!” 
~ ‘And the girl you were dancing 
with—what became of her?” 
“We drifted apart. We were to be 
married, but I became so wrapped 
in my business—Oh, Spirit, what a 
fool I was!” 
“You have learned my lesson,” 
the spirit smiled. “And now, back 
to your rooms.” 
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When Scrooge entered his 
room, he was amazed to find 
i it gaily decorated, the table 
spread with all kinds of good 
i things to eat, and a fat, jolly 
/ man greeting him: 

“Merry Christmas, Mr. 
1 Scrooge! I.am the Ghost of 
Christmas Present!” 

“But what has happened to 
| my room?” asked Scrooge. “It 
was never like this!” 

“It should have been!’ the 
| ghost chuckled. “You can well 
afford it! But come—let us see 
how Christies is being cele- 
| brated with someone you te4 

know.” CC — 

And in a twinkling, Scrooge found himself looking into the 
living room of the Cratehits. Bob, his clerk, had just come in from 
| church, carrying Tiny Tim on his shoulder. When Mrs. Cratchit 
asked how Tim had behaved, Scrooge heard Bob reply: 

“As good as gold, dear. He told me, coming home, that he hoped 
{ people in church saw him—a cripple—and remembered who 
| made lame beggars walk, and blind men see,” 

“Poor Tim!” said Mrs. 
Cratchit. “I do wish we could }{ 
do more for him! If only Mr. |; 
Scrooge, that old skinflint, 
would increase your salary!” 

“Come! It’s Christmas!” 
Bob said. “Let us be thankful 
for our happy family and our 
blessings!’ 

And Tiny Tim cried: “God, 
bless us, every one!” 

Scrooge could stand no 
more. Bob’s family were so 
poor, yet so happy. While he, 
so rich, had no one. 

“Wait!” said the spirit. “I 
have one more thing to show 
you. Look!” 61 
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> spirit came two children, 2 boy and 3 
girl, their faces pinched with hunger, 
‘.. their clothes in rags. id 
= “Poor little nippers!” Scrooge 84° ° 
“They need food, clothing! Is there 0 
one - cate for they peep 
' “Are there no poor : Ret 
\ reminded him. eThese are your ca : 
\ = dren, Scrooge—the poor of all ea I 
{pane i « kind. And you refused to help them. 

f rn from this—and learn from your next teacher, 
of Christmas To Come!” 
‘ Pi ooge turned, and saw:a figure that struck cold to hi 
po eure, draped in black, hooded,, that did not speak, bu 


b “Qh, Spirit!” said Scrooge. “I fear you more than any yng oie 
Mel bear me on. Show me what is to be, that I may learn to eo 
The figure pointed and Scrooge looked toward his bed. A form | 
lay there, about his own dimensions, but the sheet was pulled up, 
covering the face. Fearfully, Scrooge walked toward it, touched - 
the sheet, and was about to lift it when there was an Icy touch on | 
his shoulder. It was the third spirit, shakin ghis head, and motion- - 
ing him toward the window. 7 ; Se fase 
Dropping the sheet, Scrooge went to the window, lifted it, and 
looked out. Below, a group of people were chatting and laughing. 
Scraps of their talk floated up. “So Old Seratch got it at last, eh? 
. . “Yes, he’ll collect no more payments around here!”. . . What | 
did he do with his money?”. . .““Didn’t take it with Him, [ll | 
wager!” a 
Scrooge stared at the figure on the bed, then at the spirit. No! 
It can’t be! That I should be—gone—with no one to think well j 


H of me!” 
} The spirit whirled its robe and faut 
i again Scrooge was looking in atthe pea 
Cratchits. This time, their cheer- UEhe 
/ fulness was replaced by gloom. - 
And Tiny Tim was not there. 
“Spirit! Not Tiny Tim, too! I 
4 could have helped him! Oh, Spirit, 
i I have learned! I am not the man 
I was! Tell me that I can live again 
and I will do better! I will honor ne 
H Christmas in my heart and try toe-7"7 Nit UD a, 
Hi keep it every day—I promise, I~ “or 
_ promise!” 
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“I promise! I promise!” cried 
Scrooge, so loud that he waked him- 
self. He sat up in bed, and saw the 
sun streaming in the window. “Am 
—am I alive?” he wondered. 

He hurried to the window, opened — 
it and the clanging of church bells 
filled the air. “I am!” he cried. “I’m 
alive! Oh, thank heaven!’ Then he 
spied a boy playing in the snow. 

“Hello there, young fellow! What F 
day is it?” 

“What day?” said the boy. “Why it’s Christmas!” 

“Then I haven’t missed it!” said Scrooge happily. “Just a _ 
moment, boy!” he scribbled on a piece of paper, wrapped some 
money in it, and tossed it to the startled lad. “Here, young fellow 
—buy the biggest turkey you can find, take it to the Cratchits at © 
that address, and keep the change! That will surprise good old — 
Bob!” , 

Whistling like a schoolboy, he dashed into his clothes and clat- 
tered down the stairs. At the front door, he laughed at the door 
knocker, now the same as it had ever been. “What an honest 
expression it has! I shall love it as long as I live!” And off he went 
down the street, shouting “Merry Christmas!” to everyone he 
met, whether he knew them or not. 

He recognized the man who had been collecting for the poor, — 
and thrust a wad of money into 
his hand, As the man stared at it, 

Serooge chuckled: “Back pay- 
ments, my dear fellow — back 
payments!” 

Down a side street, he knocked 
on a door and stood grinning as 
his nephew, Fred, opened it. 

“Why—can it be Uncle 
Scrooge?” \t 

“It is indeed! Merry Christ- Ax Ns 
mas, Fred! Well—may I come in? ( WSs 
You asked me for dinner, you © 
know. Here, here, boy — ‘don’t at, 
shake my arm off!” 
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Scrooge had a wo 
mas dinner with Fre 
Once in a while, he saw 
ing at each other, but he 


ie d engrave 
—the three spirits pomete on | 


the real meaning of © 
his heart. 

That night, he sle 
ever in his life, and Ns 
office early next morn 
Bob got there, He lit the fires Kee 
Stoked them high, so that for the first time the office was wa 


and comfortable. Then, peering out the window, he chuckled as he 


Saw Bob trudging up the street. 


When Bob entered, though, Scrooge was busy at his desk, his 


face grim and stern as ever. He glanced up sharply Bo 
came in. 


day off yesterday?” 


P 1% H 
“Pm sorry, sir!” Bob said, “It’s the very first time and it won 


happen again!” 
“T should say it won’t!” Scrooge snappe 
I’m going to do?” 


Tim!” 

“T’ll tell you what I’m going todo!” Scrooge went on sternly. 
Then he could keep up the 
pretense no longer. “I’m go- 
ing to raise your salary, 
Bob! We're going to make 
Tiny Tim well! Merry 
Christmas, my good, my 
faithful Bob!” 

Bob wiped his eyes. “Oh, 


1 Whos ar bw \ 
\ p9/ 1A. =) 
thank you, sir! A ze 


Christmas to you, too! And i Va 
as Tiny Tim said — God } Ne 
bless us, every one!” 


nderful Christ | 
dandhis we | 
them star- § 
didn’t care 


“What's this—late?” he demanded. “And after you had all 


d. “Do you know what t 


“Please, sir!” Bob begged. “Think of my family—of Tiny 
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‘f Oh. Well... 
; we'll help you. 
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Okay, pat.. + Don’t s 
meet yor here all ¥ 
an ten misutes/ 
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All he has is 
4 quarter 
Save him, 
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Pardon me.. did you 
See alittle boy with 


long white whiskers? 4) 
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HL MOM! IM 
MAKIN’ MY OWN 
CHRISTMAS CARDS! 
WANNA SEE EM? J 


72 


SEE, MOM? I KNOW IT'S 
CHRISTMAS -TIME, 
UT YOU SHOULD HAVE 
A VALENTINE. BECAUSE 
T LOVE You AZZ THE TIME! 


ee 


ERY CHRISTHAS, DADS 
AN' I HOPE YOU LIKE =~ 
YOUR CARD AS MUCH 
AS YOUR SMELLY OL PIPE / 


HAPPY CHRISTMAS To YA, RUFF? 
FROM ME'N DAD'N MOTHER. 
T MADE YOUR CARD A DOG ONE 
CAUSE I WISH YoU HAD A BROTHER. 


MERRY CHRISTMAS, MARGARET! 
I MADE YOUR CARD LIKE A TARGET 
‘CAUSE THAT'S THE ONLY WORD I KNOW 
THAT SOUNDS A BIT LIKE MARGARET ! 


‘MERRY CHRISTMAS, MRS. WILSON 
YOUR CARD'S A COOKIE JAR, SEEY 
THAT'S CAUSE I HOPE YOUR REAL JAR/¢ 

IS ALWAYS FULL FOR ME 
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MERRY CHRISTMAS, 
MISTER POSTMAN! 
I THINK THAT YOU'RE 
THE MOS7=MAN!/ 
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HIYA, SANTA! MERRY 
CHRISTMAS! ‘OU CAN 

. MAKE ANE MERRY,TOO.. 
IF YOU COME DOWN OUR 
CHIMNEY WITH PRESENTS 
FOR YOU-KNOW-WHO! 


